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PREFACE. 



Unknown among the busy haunts of men, 
The muse, secluded, with her book and pen, 

Her pleasure finds ; 
When she explores the golden mine of thought, 
By nature, habit, inclination, taught, 

The world resigns. 

When all alone, upon some sea-girt shore. 
Upon a rock to hear the waters roar, 

And see them rise $ 
She sits unmov'd and yields her willing soul, 
To meditation's calm, sublime controul, 

And seeks the skiesv 

With sweet devotion takes her airy flight, 
Till heaven seems to burst upon the sight, 

For who can see, 
5 Thy works, oh God ! in such profusion shine, 
Nor feel his bosom glow with warmth divine, 

Nor worship Thee ? 

Presumes, thus feeling, with a modest fear, 
In type, before the publick to appear, 

Will feel no pain, 
If her small book, with approbation read, 
Shall leave her breast no anxious cause of dread, 

She's wrgte in vain. 

Deer-Island, Boston-Barbour, Mm/, 1819. 
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VALEDICTORY POEM 



Subject Pr&ftosed^RejlectUm*, 

THE muse marine, unknown to feme. 

Presents her virgin page ; 
To die, or live aad^get a Badge, 

Upon the world's '.wide stage. 

'Tis simple nature, who has taught, 

Her simple verse to flow ; 
'Twas nature moulded ev'ry thought, 

And bid her bosom gfew. 

Qh 9 are not nature's simple rules, 

More tonehiag to the mind, 
Than those, that phitosophie schools, 

Have polish'd and refinM ? 

When viewing nature vast and wild, 

We feel a purer glow ; 
See mountains over mountains pil'd, 

From whence vast rivers flow ; 

Than when the works of polish'd art, 

With splendor meet the eye ; 

For wisdom whispers to the heart, 

Those splendors soon mast die. 
A 2 



6 A VALEDICTORY POEM. 

Those scenes, that have the muse employ'd, 

Are beautiful to view ; 
And with affection unalloy'd, 

She bids those scenes adieu. 

Oh, how sublime, how grand the sight, 

The landscape, oh, how fair ; 
That decks the morning, noon or night, 

Sublime, beyond compare. 

Ye highly favor'd sons of wealth, 

Oh would you .but repair, 
With exercise and rosy health, 

And breathe the wholesome air, 

Of morn ; here shining splendid, bright, 
% Then would extatic joy 

Pervade your bosoms with delight, 
And bliss without alloy. 

Such scenes as these exalt the mind, 

And purify the soul ; 
Too often bias'd and confin'd, 
/ By passion's base controul. 

They lead us from the path of vice, 

" By thousands daily trod" ; 
From error oft the soul entice, 

And win it back to God. 

For, oh ! how blind that soul must be, 

Oh, hew debas'd and low, 
Which cannot, God, in nature, see, 

Nor with bis presence glow. 



A VALEDICTORY POEM. 

Go, see the waves, majestic, roll, 

And dash against the shore ; 
Then ask thyself, who does controul, 

And bid them thus to roar. 

Go, view the waters when they cease, 

With majesty to rise ; 
Go, see in what apparent peace, 

The mighty ocean lies. 

Then ask thyself, who could assuage, 

The fury of the storm, 
And make the mighty ocean's rage, 

To certain laws conform. 

Go, see the waters backward roll, 

When Luna passes by ; 
Obedient to her mild controul, 

They joyfully comply. ' * 

How wise, how provident and kind, 

Is he, who thus ordain'd ; 
The great reflux, for good design'd, 

By simple laws maintain'd. 

Geographical Sketch of the Islands. 

Projecting far into the land, 

Toward the setting day ; 
Sublimely beautiful and grand, 

Spreads Massachusetts bay. 

Whose wide capacious mouth, profound, 
Two capes well known by fame ; 

Confine on either side and bound, 
Cape Cod and Ann by name. 
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A VALEDICTORY POEM. 

Receded far, within this bay t 

Toward its western bound ; 
Seme little pleasant islands lay, 

In sweet profusion round. 

By nature planted here ; they form, 

What art or vast expence, 
Could not ; a shelter from the storm, 

And Boston's best defence. 

The first, that meets the surging waves, 

Is a large clump of rocks ; 
Known by the mournful name of -Graves, 

Which braves the ocean's shocks. 

Green island to the south and west, 

The next in order lies ; 
By rocks defended ; is at rest, 

When mighty storms arise. 

Calf island next its shore presents, 

The second from the Graves ; 
Well lia'd with rocks, whose steep ascents, 

Defy the surging waves. 

The outer Brewster's rocky shore, 

Is next in order found ; 
Where loud, the foaming waters roar, 

And echo far around. 

The middle Brewster, to the eye, 

Next in the briny deep, 
Presents its rocks ascending high, 

Majestic^yrild and steep. 
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A VALEDICTORY POEM. 

$he next in order is the Light, 

A grateful guide and kind ; 
Cheers, through the dark and lonely night, 

The homebound sailor's mind. 

The next above the cheering Light, 
Great Brewster, call'd by name ; 

Above the rest, whose lofty height, 
Fair precedence can claim. 

Next Lo veil's isle a sandy plain, 

Above the water lies ; 
Of which the muse will speak again, 

With sorrow in, her eyes. 

Abreast the Light, toward the south, 

Point Olerton extends, 
North-east ; and forms the channel's mouth, ' 

That straight to Boston tends. 

A little farther to the west, 

Nantasket village stands ; 
Which heaven has supremely blest, 

With rich and fertile lands. 

Here, on a lofty tow'ring height, 

Two ancient forts remain ; 
Which put the British fleet to flight, 

On Neptune's wide domain. 

The next is George's happy isle, 
Where peace and joy is found ; 

Where friendship's fascinating smile, 
Makes harmony abound. 
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One mile toward the southed w**t, 

Next Rainsfoid's island lies : 
Where the sink sailor, calm, at retf. 

To health, again may rise. 

Next Gallop's isle most .mentionM be, 

By Nbwcowhi, ,kiod, potest ; 
Whose heart v benevolent, by thee, 1 

8 till blessing,.aiore js blest. | 

. Long island next toward Jthe went) 
Does far extended, lay; 
The largest island.and the.be^t, 
That lies within the. bay. 

Deer island next, aipon the.et^ge, 

Appears, in order fair, 
To deck <LlK4Bue*'LglQwif g.pfge, 

That claims. Us bitthfigbt there. 

The next, for frolic, jihc* w* *Im% 

In ancient happy time ; 
And long, .has fjipectofilejieeiimm'd, 

A name unfit, for ihyme. 

The next a little, south mid west, 

Is Thompson's pleasant jsle.; 
With fertile.fteili by Datve.bk*t, 

Does sweet, ixv snmmeMglile* 

Fort Independence, r aex^4Sp|anMads, 

The muse'* verse to flpw ; 

Impregnable, the bulwark. stands* 

To check the daring foe. 
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Abreast; upon a lofty height, 

Fort Warren's ramparts rise ; 
Where Brooks, like Warren, in the fight, 
Alt danger would despise. 

See, standing at the tartar's head; 

The town of Boston fair ; 
Where liberty for refuge fled, 

And found protection there. 

Whose sons, the goddess, one and all, 

Reoeiv'd, with bosoms free ; 
And dedicated Fanittel Hall, 

Her residence to be. 

Fair comAierce with her sfeterwefclth, 

The muse delights to tell ; 
And temp'rance' and her daughter health* 

In Boston loVe to dwell; 

Beneyolence, with smiting 1 face* 

And sympathising heart? 
Is ever ready in that place; 

Her bounty to impart; 

See yonder heights -with rampfcrts crown fy 

Which yet entire remain $ 
Erected when Great Britain frowtfd\ 

And forg'd Columbia's chain. 

With valour there our fathfers wrought^ 

And plac'd their hopes on high'; 
In freedom^ school they bad tee* taught^ 

fo conquer or todies 
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By Washington their hearts were fir'd, 
With freedom's blood to flow ; 

Their patriot bosoms were inspired, 
With freedom's love to glow. 

By him, when murd'rous war had ceas'd 
To vex the state oppressed ; 

Were taught the milder arts of peace, 
To follow and be bless'd. 

Fam'd Bunker's consecrated height) 

Must not forgotten be ; 
Immortal, by the second fight, 

That made Columbia free. 

Here untaught valour splendid shone. 
With godlike ardour burn'd ; 

Defiance bid the British throne, 
And haughty tyrants spurn'd. 

See Britain's troops, toward the shore, 

In warlike pomp convey'd ; 
An hundred guns incessant roar, 
Till they their landing made. 

Columbia's sons, undaunted, stand, 
Each breast with courage glows ; 

And firm, united, heart and hand, 
Resolve to meet their foes. 

Thus, on some steep and craggy shore} 

The flinty rocks remain ; 
While loud, the ocean's waters roar t 

And lash the shore in vain* 
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At length, in order they retreat,- 
Oft firing *n the foe \ " 
^ *They were ant conquered, inly beat, 

. With courage still they glow. 

•• , 

Immortal Warren ! thy pure seul, 

That aeorn'd a tyrant's base controul, 
Unconquer'd fled ; 
From Bunker, to its native sphere, 
. While friends admire and foes revere, 
The noble Warren, dead. 

Colombians, when they trej^lhe height 
Qf Bunker, shall recall tne fight, 

The sangujg'd field ; 

Which, bright to fancy shall appear, 

Their fathers unappall'd by fear, 
Reluctantly shall yield. 

Immortal Warren ! here thy name, 
Shall stand pre-eminent in fame, 

Nor here alone ; 

But to the earth's remotest bound, 

The sons of glory shall resound, 
And make tby praises known. 

from Bunker's consecrated height, 
Thy soul full often shall delight, 
On clouds reclin'd 5 
f- To view Columbia's happy soil, 

f To see her happy freemen toil, 

And true contentment find. 
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16 A VALEDICTORY POEM. 

Invocation to ike Island*— Meftections* 

Ye pleasant, fettU«> little isles, 

The muse mtfst bid adieu ; . 

Your scenes, where pleasure ever smiles, " - * I 



While tears her eyes bedew. 

Profusely flow, ye railing .tears,- 
Flow unrestrain'd and free ; 

Who ean recall past happy years, 
And unaffected be ? ' * 
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When fancy bids those scenes arise, « 

Which rapturojgp impart ; 
The tear of joy will fill the eyes, 

While pleasure warms the heart. 

Let virtue then our actions sway, 

And gild the morn of youth ; 
And let the evening of each day, 

Be crown'd with sacred truth. 

Then sweet reflection oft shall bring, 

Those pleasures pure, refin'd ; J 

Which blossom'd like the fragrant spring, * 

Upon the youthful mind. 

Nor shall the hand of time destroy, 

Immortal virtue's love ; 
'Twill flourish fair without alloy, 
-In paradise above. 

How have I sat, while smiting youth, 
My fondness did engage ; 
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And led them in the path of trath, 
Instruction's ample page. 

And saw, with pleasure pare, refiu'd, 

The germ of learning start ; 
And flourish io the youthful mind, 

While virtue wann'd the heart. 

Adieu ; ye children* may your joy, 

B{| full while here below ; 
And may your hearts without alloy, 

With happiness outflow. * 

Hew often have I musing stood, 

Upon the sea-girt shore ; 
Absorb'd in melancholy mood, 

And heard the waters roar. 

How often have I stood to see. 

The waves majestic rise 5 
And then my soul would fly to thee, 

Oh God, above the skies* 

How oftpir has the surging swell, 
Canoe rolling o'er and o'er ; *"* 

Then harmless all around me fell, 
Upon the sandy shore. 

How often when a perfect calm, 

The waters smooth bad made j 

Did resignation's holy balm, 
My troubled soul pervade. 

For thus, methought, a sou) sbopU be, 
Unruffled here be&w ; 
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■ 

Who plac'd its trnsj, oh Gad, in thee, 
Amidst the storms of wo. 

How often view'd the flbwing sajl, 
Of commerce white and fair ; 

As I have wander'd to inhale. 
The early morning air. 

Invocation to Commerce. 

Hail, commerce, by thy pow'r divine, 

What mighty cities rise ; 
Whose lofty spires with splendour sMb*, 

And tower toward the skies. 

How many thousands are employed, 

Upon the mighty sea ; 
How many comforts are enjoy'd, 

That, commerce, flaw from thee. 

Hail, nobleman ; who from the shore, 

With wide expanded sail ; 
First ventur'd out where tempests 

And brav'd the sweeping gate* ' 

Hail, art divine ; led by tby hand, 

We leave our native shore ; 
The wealth of India's dtetejrt Land, 
With perfect ease exptore* 

Upon the bosom of the see, 
Colombia's thunder hurl*d, 
. Against bar foe*, by ffnae shall be, 
Proclaim'd around the world* 
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m 

The deeds of those who* aotfy feU, 

Her honour to restart ; 
The trump of lame sfeait Mftffy tellw 

Til? time* shall be do more. 

* « 

How sweet to gee, from ocean's bed, 

The sod majestte rise ; ** 

Abroad his gotden* light to sbed, 

White rolling through tile skies. 



' Invocation to the Sun. 

Oh, mighty sun ! what food supplies, 
Thy bright eihaustiess fire ; 

Thy spfeadid light that never dies, 
To know I mirth desire. 

But vain, the* vast inquiry, seems, 

Too mighty for the mind; 
To know lie sources of thy beam*, 

By narrow views confined. 

How many million* since thy Birth, 

When great Jehdvrfh said, 
••■'Let there be light upon the earth* 

fifave hVd and now are dead. 

Of these, what mifikms have been: slain, 

As hist'ry does record ; 
Upon the fierce embattled plain, 

The victims of the sword, 
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m 

How cruel, bow absurd, that-those, 
Who boast fair reason's Hght ; 

Should multiply each* other's woes, 
By gorog forth to fight. 

Have we not .woes enough when peace, 
Sfainerbrigbt from Bethleua's star ', 

Why seek we trouble to increase, * 
By horrid, cruel war ? 

Hail,*acred peace, may thy blest sway, 
Pervade the world all o'er ; 

Arise, oh sweet millennium day, 
When war shall be no more. 



Rainsford's Island — Respectful Tribute* 

To Rainsford's little pleasant isle, 

Does precedence belong ; 
Here kindness dwells and Hoba&t'* «nde> 

Your welcome would prolong. 

To him the muse would here renew, 

The tribute of her heart ; 
Her gratitude so richly due, 

Would gladly here impart 

Of Olitee, whose honest mind, 

Would dignify a king ; 
By no mean, selfish views confin'd, 

Oh muse tby prabes sug. 
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By kindness 

* With pity, gently mild 5 
* That seeks tp mitigate the woes, 
Of sorrow's mourning ehi|d. 

The sailor here when dirft disease, 

Hi 

His body ha£ eppressM.; 
May be upon the bed of ease* 
With kind attention* West. 

While Widest ibe sgn of beaftag, axt, 
Will due prescriptions give ; 

And use each mean to soothe the heart. 
And make, the suiFreT lire. 

The passenger, whose weary mind, 

Requires a calm repose ; 
Here e*ery luxury may find, 

That elegance bestows* 

Here comfort springs* for ev'ry age, 

Here sober wisdom may 
Discos* w*h Wbmb, the classic page, 

To pass the time &way. 

Here sprightly yoftti may eite ff eile, 

Upon the bowling green ; 
When no rude stem* efefeffti tberslnesi 

And nature shines serene* v 

Long may the tegSsMive care, 

Thy kind protection be ; 
And long may mercy's handl prepare, 

Her dwelling place in tltee* 
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Tribute of retpttt to ike memorf oftMe late 

Mr. Henkt Spear, *Wf W» cwwort.. • * 
Tht worth and excellence, oh Spear, * 

Shall now remember'd be ; 
Tfce muse a tributary tear, 

Now drops for thine and thee, 

• 

Benevolence, warm, gentle, mild, 

Within thy bosom ftWd ; 
The tick man, When he saw thee, smit'd, 

And with new vigour glow'd. 

The memory of thy consort dear, 

Of modest worth refin'd ; 
Now claims a tributary tear, 

The best of woman kind. 

JLddress to their Orphan Children. 

Ye orphan children; God will send, 

His blessings to your aid ; 
The Lord will be your steadfast friend, 

Therefore, be not afraid. 

What though your parents dear are dead, 

And in their graves they be ; 
Remember Jesus Christ has said, " * 

*' Let children come to me." 

He will forever be your frien d 

And ev'ry aid impart ; • 

And ev'ry comfort he can send, 

To the afflicted heart. 
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•. Gnjtfm, while yoji oil earth remain, 
* . Your burdens (tee^y cast ; 
» JJe'll kindly mitigate your pain, 
And save your souls at last. 

If an unfeeling world, should frown, . 

And treat you with neglect r „ * 
Let not your spirits be cast down, 

For God will you protect. * 

The virtues of your parents dear, 

Impress upon your minds ; 
For he who chooses virtue here. 

Alone true comfort finds. 



Tribute to the memory of the late Mr. Ebe< 

hszeb NiLEfl^ and Mist Sa^ah Seger. 

Here Nil*s, the son of virtue lies. 

With her whom he ador'd ; 
The richest jewel in his eyes, 

This world could him afford. 

They lov'd, no purer love could sway* 

The heart, or fairer bloom ; 
But death, alas, obscur'd their day, 

And sent them to the tomb. 

They both were in the Moona of youth, 

A lovely, matchless pair ; 
Adorn'd with equal grace and t»*0), 

Their prospects. blossom'^ lair- 
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His was the mild and manly grace, 

That shone devoid of art; 
And her's the sweet angelic face, 

That spoke an angel's heart. 

Failxvirtue saw their early lore, 
Thattrioora'd without alloy ; 

And snatch*d them to the realms above, 
To consummate their joy. 
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Sacred to the memory of Miss Sarah Seger. 

And is the lovely Saeah dead, ' I 

So late in beauty's bloom ; 
To heaven has her spirit fled, 

Her body to the tomb ? 

What beauty and what matchless grace, 

W hat modesty refin'd ; 
Beam'd from her lovely form and face, 

And spoke -the faultless mind. 

Thus have I seen a lovely rose, 

Beneath the summer sky; 
Its colour and perfume disclose, 

Then droop its head and die. 

The aosttftts of her dulcet voice, 

That charmU while here below; 
Now join with seraphs to rejoice, 

Where endless pleasures flow. 
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Her spotless soul that in her eyes, 
, With clearest splendor shone ; 
ftow bows^ beyond the distant skies!*. 
Before the Saviour's throne* 

Her body, resting in the tomb, 

When Christ again appears j 
Shall flourish in immortal bloom, 

Through, endless happy years. 

Stored to the memory of Mr. Eben. tfiLiss, jfc 

Oh Niles, to thee, the muse would pay, 

A tributary line ; 
And wish the melancholy lay, 

Might, like tby virtues shine* 

The mildness of thy beaming eye, 

Bespoke the feeling mind ; 
That glow'd with joy or breath'd rtrigfr, ' 

For all the human kind, 

i 

When sickness on the bed of pain, 

Lay low with grief opprest ; 
Soft pity never sued in vain; 

Or ask'd the kind request* 

How would thy humane, tender heart* 

With kind compassion glow ; 
And use each effort to impart, 

A smile to grief and wo; 

When she ; who won thy ardent Iovej 
Was call'd in youthful bloom i 
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Her soul to bliss in realms above, 
Her body to the tomb. 

How did thy soul the shock sustain, 

And yielding to the rod ; 
Sought, as a solace for thy pain, 

The mercy of thy God. • 

With her in perfect boundless love, 
Most holy and refin'd ; .i 

In yonder glorious realms above, 
Thou art forever join'd. 
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George 9 8 Island — Respectful Tribute. 

Of George's Tsle ; oh, muse, now speak, 

Whose lofty southern shore 
Secures a ship from whirlwinds bleak, ^ 

Until the storm is o'er. 



Here, too, the passenger may find, 
Whate'er his taste can please ; 

A book to entertain his mind, 
And unaffected ease. 

Here, too, the muse delights to tell, 

Is real comfort found ; 
Here true politeness loves to dwell* 

And pleasures here abound. 

Nor least, sweet isle, among the rett, 
Shalt thou remember'd be ; 
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Bat fondly oft the muse's breast, 

Shall meditate on thee. 
"Will cherish long with fondest care, 

For those, who did impart, 
Attention* kind, while living there, 

An ever grateful heart. 
Should not the legislative care, 

To George'* isle be shown ; 
The safety oft afforded there, 

They've but too little known, 
Or knowing, nave not seem'd to prize, 

(I'd not presumptuous be ;) 
A place where such advantage lies, 

For those who trade by sea. 
When the poor sailor, wet and cold, 

And with fatigue opprest ; 
This happy island does behold, 

He happy feels and blest. 
For whether from the east or west, 

The wind severely blows ; 
At anchor here, bis hardy breast, 

Feels quiet, calm repose. ■ 

The muse, with diffidence opprest, 
Though pure her motives be ; 

And throbbing wildly at the breast, 
Fresumes to write to thee, 
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But gentle hope, in accents mild, 
Thus whispers to my mind ; 

Fear not ; for she is virtue's child, 
Compassionate and kind. 

Of George's isle, the muse will long, 
A sweet remembrance bear ; 

And how she often wak'd the «ong, 
And tun'd her numbers time. 

Will oft recall each fleeting scene, 

Of pleasure and delight ; 
Her fancy focnt'd, while o'er-tfie green 

She stray'd at morn or night. 

Will recollect with fondness dear, 
Those pleasures pnre refin'd ; 

That even bow excite a tear* 
While bursting an her mind. 

Will oft, in swift and airy flight, 

On fancy's pinions soar ; 
And hover round each fond delight, 

On George's happy shore. 

Adieu ; if we should meet no more, 

'Till in the realms above ; 
We join to worship and adore, 

In everlasting teve. 

Yet still my constant pray'r shall be, 

To heaven thus exprest; 
That all thy family with thee, 

May be supremely blest. 
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■ 

Tribute to the memory of Miss Lucy M. Spear* 

Dear little Lucy ; lovely child, 

Ad angel now above ; 
Endear'd herself, by manners mild, 

And won the heart to love, 

Te mourning friends, restrain the tear, 

Oft starting in the eye ; 
She's now remov'd from trouble here, 

To bliss beyond the sky. 

A few short years shall pass, before 
You leave this world of pain ; 
. Then you shall meet on heav'n's shore, 
Your Lucy once again. 

With her, through endless ages sing) 
The song of endless twrej ~ 

Hail Jesus the eternal king. 
And potentate above* 



To Mr. and Mrs. ********** 

While deep afflictions round you rise, 

And grief is streaming from your eyes ; 

May consolation from the skies, 

Descend and calm.your souls. 

May you, to providence resign'd, 

In God a tender lather find ; 

Who, whil^. he chastens, still is kind) 

And every grief controubt 
C2 



30 A VALEDICTORY POEIff. 

Though it may wring a parent's heart, 
When call'd with children dear to part ; 
Though keen and piercing be their smart, 

Yet praise to God be given, 
That Christ has said, of such they be, 
" From all contamination free 5 
" Peculiarly endeared to me, 

" The righteous heirs of heaven.** 

Your Lucy, now an angel bright, 
In yonder glorious realms of light ; 
Rejoices with supreme delight, 

Nor aught of sorrow knows. 
With angels and arch-angels joined, 
Her pure, immortal, perfect mind, 
By nothing eartiily now coaftfi'4, 

With purest ardptfr glows. , 

Let resignation's calm assuage, 
And bid your sorrows cease to rage ; 
And patience all your minds engage, 

Till in the realms above, 
Your Lucy, you again* embrace, 
And in that holy, happy place, 
Behold your Saviour face to Face, 

And taste bis .glorious love. 

Gallop's Island — Jleztprnffvl Trilwte. 

Now Gallops island ^most engage, 
The humble museVpen; • - 
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-And Newcomb shall adorn her page, 
The kindest, best of .men. 

Benevolence, with lucid smile, 

And unaffected grace ; 
Shines, sorrows bosom to beguHe, 

Upon his manly face. 

Should you, fatigued with wet and cold, 

Be thrown upon his isle ; 
He'll meet, unbiassed by your gold, 

Tour wants, with friendship's .smile. 

His is the kind and tender heart, 

That warmer, warmer glows ; 
The more of halm it can impart, 

A fellow creature's woes. 



Light Rouse Island — Respectful Tribute* 

Reflections, 

To Bruce, who kindles, when (he eight 

Succeeds the lightsome day; 
The slow revolving, brilliant light, 

Now muse, thy tribute pay. 

m 

Say, d6es the face reflect the soul, 

Then honour stands contest ; 
Pre-eminent 4 whose stern control, 

Forever sways hfeiweast. 
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The light house, when the night prevails,- 

Guides on her wat'ry way, 
The lofty ship; when fast she sails, 

Within the land-lock'd bay. 

The star of hope, thus sweetly kind, J 

In life's dark dreary night, 1 

Beams on (he meek afflicted mind. 
And warms it with delight. 



Tribute to Mr. WJteeler-~Tribute U 

the Pilots. 

Youno Wheeler's melancholy doom, 

Must be remember'd here ; 
And how he found a wat'ry tomb, 

Recorded with a tear. - 

See, swiftly o'er the surging wave, 
Brave Wilson and his crew ; '•*■- 

Proceed, his fellow men to save, 
When they their suff 'rings knew. 

He with the brethren of his art, 

Obliging and polite ; 
Are ever ready to im part . 

A favour with delight 

Their boats, most perfect in their kind, • 

With plenty always stor'd $ 
Can, ease and comfort to the mind, 

And body, both afford. 



j 
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Deer Island — Tribute <f Respect — Uitfbrtu- 

naU disaster recked— Pleasures of the island described* 

Now, Tewksbury, shall thy honOur'd name, 

Adorn the muse's verse ; 
As sounded by the voice of fame* 

. The muse will now rehearse. 

A party from a neigbb'ring town, 

Upon an holiday ; 
Resolv'd to sail the barboar down, 

And fiA the time away. 

The cheerful joke and merry thought, 

With freedom passed around ; 
The nimble fish in plenty caught, 

Make harmony abound. 

At length their festive sport was o'er, 

And ev'ry bosom buraM, 
To reach again the homeward shore, 

In safety heme retwn'd. 

Brisk blew the wind, the sails were spread, 

And aFt was mirth and joy ; 
No bosom had the smallest dread, 

Aught could their bliss destroy. 

When, lo, the strong increasing gale, 

With rude and sudden sweep; 
Before they'd time to reef a sail, 

O'erwhelm'd them in the deep, 
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. Now wild despair, in ev'ry eye, 
Beheld a wat'ry grave ; 
O say, my muse, was no one nigh, 
His fellow men to save. 

Hark, bear their loud and thrilling cries, 

Now burst upon the ear ; 
Imploring mercy from the skies, 

While instant death seems near. 

Then quickly o'er each frantic mind, 

With bitter anguish, flew, 
The thought, of kindred dear and kind, 

Whom they most bid adieu. 

Now, muse, their ardent pray'r record, 

Which could distioguish'd be $ 
" Be merciful, Almighty Lord, 

« Be merciful to me." ^ 

See, bounding o'er the surging ware, ] 

Brave Tewksbury and his son ; ' 

Resolv'd to share a common grave. 
Or do the deed they've done. 

The sufferers they at length received, 

Then hasten'd to the shore ; 
In hopes that those might be reliev'd, ; 

Who seem'd to breathe no more. . J 

And ere the sun had sunk below 

The surface of the main, 
They felt their grateful bosoms glow 

With life and health again. 
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Let gratitude inspire each heart, 

And let each tongue proclaim, 
The praises of the noble art, 

That life restores again. 

Ye. 90ns of feative mirth and dance, 

To Tewksbury's hall repair ; 
His kind attentions will enhance, 

Your pleasures while you're there. 

There, shaded by some willow trees, 

Two bawling alleys lay, 
With seats, where you may sit at ease, 

When not inclined to play. 

When not inclin'd to dance or sing, 

Upon a lofty tree, 
There hangs a strong, well guarded swing, 

From ev'ry danger free. 

Which, swiftly through the yielding air, 

In steady, lofty flight, 
Will gentleman or lady fair, 

Convey, with pure delight. 

Tewksbury has a noble heart, 

He will forgive a foe $ 
And use each effort to impart 

A solace to his woe. 

Nor less unwilling to impart) 

Is she whom be has chose ; 
His bosom friend, for whom my heart 

With gratitude o erflows. 
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Oh gratitude, supremely bfegt, 

As mortal can desire ; 
Is she, whose ever glowing breast, 

Glows with thy sacred fire. 

How wretched, sordid, is the mind) 
Which never felt thy glow ; 

Thy sacred, hallow'd flame, refin'd, 
Within his bosom flow. 

It is thy holy, sacred fire* 

That warms an angel's breast ; 

Thy song Forever wakes his lyre, 
Yet caunot be exprest. 

For still, thy song shall wake his lyre* 
The angel's theme shall be ; 

The seraph's bosom shall inspire, 
Eternal, God, as Thee* 

If for a walk your mind inclines, 

Go the cliff and view 
The landscape fair, when Sol declines, 

And bids the world adieu. 

How cold, how callous, is the mind, 
That with indiif rence sees, 

The landscape's beauty, uncoafin'd* 
Yet nothing finds to please. 

Hail, sensibility of soul, 

I lowly bow to thee $ 
beneath thy tender, soft Control^ 

Forever let me be^ 



* •» 
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Thy tenderness may fill the mind. 

Sometimes, with bitter pain ; 
But thou with pleasure, pure, refin'd, 

Wilt recompense again* 

Thus, while we sojourn here below, 

We often are distressed ; 
See thousands drink the cup of woe, 

See thousands sore oppress'd. 

Sweet hope, the friend of human kind, 

Alike, on youth or age ; 
Pours oil and wine upon the mind, 

Its anguish to assuage. 

And bids the wretched bosom glow, 

With peace and joy again ; 
And points where joy extqtic flow. 

And pleasures, free from pain. 

Here superstition often tells, 

Of ghost, that's beard to screech, ' 

And utter dismal piercing yells, 

At midnight on the beach. 

For oft I've heard the story told, 

How ghost, without a head ; 
Here guards some thousand pounds in gold, 

By some*strange fancy led. 

But yet, how many folks we see, 

Who've brains as well as heads ; 

Bow down, oh gold, and worship thee, 

While dreaming on their beds. 
D 
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Bet muse, thy irony restrain, 
And sharp to windward look ; 

If you indulge this comic vein, 
You'll never sell your book. , 

To windward keep a good look out, 

Lest, sudden squalls arise ; 
And make you quickty jheave about, 

Or else your boat capsize. 

'TwoulcJ be a pky now to send, 
Good fortune since you've caught her 

Instead of making her your friend, 
A swimming in the water. 

Point Shirley, to foegei, oh muse, 

Indeed would be a fault, 
Which Stubgis never would excuse* 

Who manufactures salt. 

With him how many hours I've sat, 
Ah, happy hours they were ; 

Engaged in friendly, social, chat, 
That eas'd the breast of care* 

To all, her tribute of respect, 
The muse would offer here ; 

And oft on Shirley wiJJ reflect, 
And drop affection's tear. 

Which though it may bedew the eye, 

And often from it start ; 
Is yet the offspring of the sigh, 

That rises from the heart* 
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Shipwreck near LoviWs bland. 

Now, muse, awake the trembling lyre, 

And softly touch the string ; 
Ob melancholy, come inspire, 

Be softer than the spring. 

When she, with colour bright and gay, 

In all her splendour reigns ; 
When lovely, blooming, smiling May, 

Adorns the hills and plains. 

Let all thy sadness, all thy gloom, 
* Possess this heart o^mine ; 
Go, hover with me round the tomb, 
Breathe through my slowing line. 

A morning rose, supremely bright, 

The skies were bright and clear ; 
Each bosom hail'd with pure delight, 

This blossom of the year. 

A lofty ship, with flowing sails, 

White as the fleecy snow j 
Now woo'd the softly breathing gales, 

With gentle strength to blow. 

The winds increase, with stronger force, 

And waft the ship away, 
Upon her proper destin'd course, 

Till evening clos'd the day. 

When, sudden, lo, a storm arose, * 

And tbicken'd deep the air ; 
And louder, now the tempest blows, 

Inspiring wild despair. 
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The tempest hid the cheering Light, 

So thickly flew the snow ; 
Alas, what horror fillM the night, 

With bitter, piercing, woe. 

Alas, what means that dreadful scream, 

That voice of wild despair ; 
Say, is it fancy's fleeting dream, 

That floats upon the air ? 

It is not fancy ; hear once more, 
Those loud and piercing cries ; 

Imploring, 'mid the dreadful roar, 
Compassion from the skies. 

Say, who shall mitigate their woes ? 

To save them none are near ; 
Now, louder now, the tempest blows, 

Oh God, in mercy, hear. 

At length they gain'd the sea-beat strand, 
And rescued from the waves ; 

On Lovell's island only land, 
To find more decent graves. 

For ere the tempest howling night, 

With horror ceas'd to roar ; 
Each soul had gone with rapid flight, 

Where sorrow springs no more. 

Among the rest, a youthful pair, 
Who, from their early youth ; 

Had felt of love an equal share, 
Adorn'd with equal truth, 

Lay prostrate 'mid the dire alarms, 
Had calm resign'd their breath ; 
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Fast lock'd within each other's arms, 
Together sunk to death. 

The day was fix'd, that should unite. 

Them in the sacred tie, 
Of wedlock ; source of pure delight, 
. But they, alas, must die. 

Oh death, to thee, deerepid age, 

And peerless beauty's bloom; 
Must bow, to satiate thy rage, 

And fill the hungry tomb. 



Tribute of respect to the memory of Mr. John 

Eddt, who was drowned in Boston Harbour. 

Now mindful of young Eddy's doom, 

The feeling muse would be ; 
An early victim to the tomb, 

Who bow'd, oh death, to thee. 

Oft has the muse, o'er the green sod, 

That hides his mortal part; 
Stood, musing on the ways of God, 

With melancholy heart. 

A simple stone, his name records, 

The manner how and where, 
He met his fate ; these moral words, 

Affection has plac'd there. 

Fair was the blossom, clear the vernal sky, 

Elate with hope, we deem'd no tempest nigh $ 

Whenlo; a whirlwind's instantaneous gust, 

Laid all its beauties withering in the dust 

D2 
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Bedew'd her lovely face with tears, 
That flow'd for Lawrence dead. 

While Neptune, from the ocean's bed, 

That calm and quiet lay ; 
Rais'd up his reverend, hoary head. 

And thds aloud did say. 

Columbians, Britons, why delight, 

To shed each other's blood ; 
And why disturb, with horrid fight, 

My wide domain, the flood. 

Are ye not brothers ; then let peace, 
Tour hands and hearts cement ; 

Oh, let your fierce contention cease, 
Your sanguine hearts relent. 

He said, and deep below the main, 

Then sunk the ocean god ; 
The briny ocean shook again, 

At her dread sov'reign's nod. 
Tis done ; the cruel fight is o'er, 

The thunder dies away ; 
In echoes on the distant shore, 

That far extended lay. 

Now private friendship yield a tear, 
Those eyes are seen to weep ; 

That ne'er betray'd a sign of fear, 
When to the briny deep. 

A messmate to his wat'ry grave,' 

Slain, sudden, in the fight ; 
They throw, whose heart was noble, brave, 

And spurn'd the thought of flight* 
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Dear was the triumph of the foe, 

How many tears and sighs ; 
Shall silent speak the widow's woes, 

And fpl the orphan's eyes. 
Who lisping often shall inquire, 

Of his poor father slain ; 
His mother, sighing, shall desire 
^ Him not to ask again. 

Ode to the memory of Capt 3. Lawmsnce. 

Why stream with tears Columbia's eyes, 

Why do such mighty sorrows rise ? 

It is because her Lawrence dies ; 

And low in death immortal liea, 

With laurel wreaths entwin'd. 

Colombia, pray, thy grief restrain, 

Detraction now can never stain, 

His fame ; whose lustre shall remain, 
Untarnish'd ; envy shall in vain, 
Her poisoned breath diffuse. 

The trump of fame shall ever sound, 
His deeds to all the nations roond j 
His name forever shall be found, 
Where glory's fav'rite sons abound, 

Distinguished and rever'd. 
His name, the poet, shall inspire, 
To wake his deeds upon the lyre ; 
Our future heroes shall desire, 
To glow with that heroic fire, 

That warm'd his godlike heart. 
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Till the wide universe decays, 
And nature, death's great tribute pays, 
The voice of fame shall sound his praise, 
His monument shall virtue raise, ^ 
As lasting as his fame. 

• 

The lisping child shall oft rehearse. 
His praise in legendary verse ; 
And maids and matrons intersperse, 
The. deeds, in songs and chaste converse, 
Of LjfWBBNCE, valor's son. 
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Concluding Address to the Islands* 

Tb little isles, the muse once more, 

Would take a parting view ; 
And fondly linger round each shore, 

And faintly sigh adieu. 

Long may the hand of plenty bless, 

And crown your feriila ••tts ; 
With all my wishes could express, 

To cheer the hand that toils. 

To those, to whom the muse is known, 

She wishes to impart ; 
For favors and for kindness shown, 

This tribute of her heart. 

Adieu, ye pleasant, little isles, 

Adieu, each pleasant shore ; 

May you be bless'd with heaven's smiles. 

Till time shall be no more. , 

K i 
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Address to the Sea SerpenL 

Ob, thou ! great monster of the ocean, 
Why can't your snakeship take a " notion," 

Some pleasant day, 
To come to town and see the fashions, 
The virtues, vices, and the passions, 

And leave the Bay* 
Say, why so partial to tbetJapesj 
Is there such flavour in the nappes 

And sounds of Cods ? 
If once your snakeship tastes the beef, 
In Faneuil Hall, 'tis my belief, 

You'll own the odds* 
There's scarce a vessel comes to port, 
But brings some wonderful report, 

Concerning thee j 
At which the country people stare, 
And wonder how the sailors dare 

To go to sea. 

Some make thee long as Market Street; 
Some, modestly, but fifty feet, 

Thy length declare i 
But all confess, indeed, thou art, 
Like fam'd Napeleon Bonaparte, 

A wonder rare* 
Do Serpents, from a low condition, 
-^kcojas^pufTd up with vain ambition, 

And lawless sway 1 
tt may be so ; and that thou art 
The vain, ambitious Bonaparte, 
• Of Boston 
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Your snakeship, as a snake of sense, 
At this, can never take offence, 

For all confess. 
That Yankees have, by patent right, 
In lightsome day, or murky night, 

A right to guess. 

We hope your snakeship, if you stay . 
Within the limits of the Bay, 

Will meet our wish ; 
Should disappointment be our lot, 
We hope, great Serpent, thou wilt not 

Eat all the fish; 



Sailing Directions into the Harbor. 

When you approach, to Boston bound, 

The channel call'd the south ; 
The ocean pass'd at length have found, 

The entrance of its mouth. 

North west by west, your course you steer, 

Until the cheering Light ; 
Or if the day, or night be clear, 

Shall burst upon the sight. 

Soon as you bring the Light to bear, 
Full northward, north and west ; 

Toward it stand, but still let care 
Predominate your breast. 

But should the wind be right a head, 
West north west, bring the Light ; 

Tack ship, or Harden's rocky bed, 
Will fill your hearts with fright. 
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When from the east yon swiftly sail. 

And Cape Ann Light have made ; 
Keep to the southward, without fail, 

Of hidden rocks afraid. 

When Cape Ann Light yon bring to bear, 

North east, then steer south west ; 
If tide and wind should botbjbe fair, 

And use your judgment, best. 

Pursue this course, by fortune blest, 

Till on your starboard hand, 
Full west by north, or west north west, 

The Light appears to stand. 

Toward it stand, you've naught to fear, 

Your judgment will inform, 
You not to sail too very near, 

To judgment's law conform. 

Towards the south, the wind ahead, 

Stand, till full west north west, i 

You bring the Light with canvass spread, 

As judgment may suggest. 

Then to the north, until the Light, 

Full west south west shall bear ; 
Or if by day, or darksome night, 

Of danger well beware. 

Within one league, when yon approach, 

Toward the guiding Light ; 
No farther northwards to eneroacb> 
* Lest you on rocks alight 

J 
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Bird Island Flats, if you would clear, 

Pray, keep in open sight ; 
O'er Warren's Fort ; no danger fear, 

The ever cheering Light. 

Tour course which lies due north and west, 

In safety soon will guide; 
Tour ship to Boston, if you're blest,- 

With fav'ring wind and tide. 

The anchor cast, you* sails clew'd up, 
Tour anxious voyage now o'er ; 

With sweet-heart, wife, to dine or sup, 
Tou hasten to the shore. 
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